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SONNET 
TO THE MOST NOBLE AND 


WORTHILY HONOURED 
Loxzp, 


THELORDHAYS,. 


UICOV/NT OFDONCASTER &«. 


Braue Lordin vvubom Naturs hand doth diiplay 
Such daintineſſe, as ever shee can frame ; 
VTVhoſe vertuous deeds by fill bright-ihmning Fame 
Engraven ftand inheauens booke for ay : : 


Doe not dislihe, that my Muſe dare array 
Her povertie vTith your hanouredname. 
eA humble hart vvuth courage to injlame 
Belongs ro men of vvorth and noble ſvt1y. 


The thining Sunne cafting on a ſmall hill 
Of fertile earth her ſirveet noaruh ing 14), 
Ini mevuith ſeed, flouvurs and fruts doth ir fill. 


One beame allone of your meeke gracecan rayſe 
e My lovvbe ftyle, wohich as yer vuanterh chill , 
(Though forrame) ro acquire both) 1hill anaprayze. 
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Oſt noble Lord te ſee you T did long, . 
Andnovyllongro ling your yyorthiepraiſe; 
Forneuer vyoriecan bee my ſimpleſong, v9 
Then my filence of your renoyyned bays, 

W hoſe luſter shall receiue(I ruſt) nov 

By thoſe ſmall flours,my humble hand doth raiſe. 
Nought doe craue,nor hopelany thing, 

And noughtbuttruth vvills mee yourlaudto fing, 


My greedieeares did often gladl heare 
| The worrthines of your beloued Name, 

W hen Thamefis, tovyhom you areſtill deare, 
W hen the Sea- godsand Syrens ſungtheſame, 
Roundingrheyyorld vvith accents ſyveerand cleare, 
Of your perfect yet ſtilKncreaſmng Fame: 
Thus rightto knoyy did vvish my gorten hart 
If greater yvere theirgraceor yourdeſart. 


| Novy doe (ee,in you novy doe I find 
| That yourdeſartsdoe any praiſeexcell; 

I find that Fame(els commonly too kind) 
Is but to you to ſcant, to hard andFell : 
Az2 Which 
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Which though too great it ſeemed in my mind 
Yerdid mythoughts of you ſi Gefull yvall E 
But noyy | read,that Famecould not record, 
Norl inuent, yyhatyou your (elfe aftord, 


Ler-Phzbus tell if ever hee did ſee 

In this vaſt yyorldan other living vvight, 
VVhojuſtly can vvich you compared! bee, 

V Vhom Narturs hand toframetookeſuch delight, 
Graunting to him ſuch an aſcendent Fee, 

V Vhereelsyvithall athouſand could bee dight; 

In yyhomallonevyith loueſo faire as ſyyecr 

All gifts of mind,bodic and fortune meer. 


A vorthie tvvig of a moſt auncient brood, 

(Of Scotlandscrovyynea nobleomament) 

Haue you beene borne, yyhere ſome of that high blood 
V Vere totheit foestheir laſt aſtonichment; . 
Someothers did yvith gounfel yviſeand good 

The Kingdoms eaſe arid theirdyyne fame augment, 
But yo to laud, 'tisneelles to declart 

V Vhat they hane beene, _—_— you are. 


The ſplendor of the ſtocke giu's but ſmall pleaſure, 
Tat often Chaunce mak's to baſe minds belt knoyyne ; 
And ſuchafame is but a borroyved treaſure, 
Alightniog shevy of a vyorthleſle renoyyne : 

Bit Vertues hand, yvith her excetſiue meaſure 
Spreading yourlaud, adorn's you yvith acroyyne, 
V Vhich Tike the Sunne, ſtiltexcellentlybright, * 
Doeth take of none but giu'sto many light, 
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Not Fortunes blind franke and abufiue hand, 
Theyyvhich to deale her vyealth confuſedly * 
Doeth no deſartsſee, yveigh, nor ynderſtand, 
But heauens Loue did courteously applie 
Such goodsto you (your yvorth not to yyithſtaud) 
V Vhereby doe ſtill your merits multiplie. 
For = great hart, thatnogold canrecouer, 
Is of all gold a maſternev'c a Louer, 


The chiefeſt care, richeſſe in youcan breed, 

Is yvell to doe the chiefeſt initrument. 

Colddoth ſome men, vyhile theyongold doe feed, 
VVirth ſtaruing paine and greedineſſetorment; 
Butin yourhart, the ground of Verwes ſeed, 
Yeeld's it tribut tayour encouragement; 

And that, vyhereby ſome commonly grovve vaine, 
Moſt yaine toyou, mak s youtrueglonegaine. 


The godlie shape, yyhich heauendid enchace 

V Vith ſupreme skill yyithin your bodies frame, 

Doeth yyell appearein your moſt vyorthie face, 

Likethrough acloud rar heauenspureſtflame : 

And as th'ourſide of a yyell-buildedplace . 

— belecue, wad ener ee ithout blame; 
us ſeeing you my thoughts doe by mineeyes, 

Iknovy ws mocden your ZelFaduile. 


That monſter fierce, thatallgood doethenuie, 


V Vhoie ſpightfull rong ofno good can ſpeake yyell, 


May your v yholelifeyvith sharpeſt look's yvell ſpie, 
Yer multit butagaiaſt his hiking rel, | 
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Thenobleſt hart of valour, courteſie, 
And gallantnefſe yvithin yourbreaſt doedyyell; 
And thatyour ſoule enjoyerh (moſt content) 
 Allgaods that Art and Nature can preſent. 


V Vhen courtlie ſport to anyenterpriſe 

Bids you afoot ar on horſebacketo fight, 

Or vvhen you pleaſe vvith other exerciſe 

Tharvviſeſt Ki Dreads) moſt yyorthieſt /ight, 
You may till get (iffo you vvill) theprize: 

Bur yvhien your tong vyvith her ſyveet-floyving might 
Aſtaileth harts, then doeyou plainly proue, _ (_ 
Youcan ſubdue all by force or by love. 
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Oncel vyas told (yyhenyou vyent int6 France) 
Hovr vyanton Louedid faire Theris deceiue® 
Hovyv, vvhile yourship the Tritons madeto daunce, 
pam rar none to bereaue; 
Hovvy her greene our and yerrues glaunce | 
Did CC, G | 
; Yourpreſence braue brought herher Sonne tomind, | 
V Vhoſe image shee could no yyhere truer find. 


Thus noyy my Nymfs, nayall thepeoples ſtout 

Of Germanie, vyhich your preſence doeth grace, 

Toyfully runne and ſing you roundabour | 
(Glad vviththeirarmesand harts youto embrace) 

VVith mindsand mouthsall yvich mee crying out : 
Ay-during bee the happie healch and grace! 
Stlfloriching may beethepraiſe and bays 

(As the deſarts bee great)of Mylord Hars! 


F. 

| More vyould 1 ſay, but that your glories light, 
Dimming mine eyes,doth quite my mind oppreſle: 
Andthough [ ſay much, yerisirburslight, 

| Sincethatmuch more my ſilence doth tuppreſle. 

| It may beetoo, that to your harts braue hight 
Thislovvlie ſong doth cauſe butloathſomneſle: 
Or (as Ithinke) you are to heare more ſorie, 


Then promptand glad to deſerue praiſeand glorie. 


Printer at Stutgart by John-Wyrich 
Ro6ſlin, An xo M, DC, X1X, * 


; 


wi. edodeucc  asDÞD£woucyal. at. 


